THE CANOE SPEAKS
The berry in the bramble-brakes; Still forth on my green way 1 wend Beside the cottage garden-end; And by the nested angler fare, And take the lovers unaware. By willow wood and water-wheel Speedily fleets my touching keel; By all retired and shady spots Where prosper dim forget-me-nots; By meadows where at afternoon The growing maidens troop in June To loose their girdles on the grass. Ah! speedier than before the The backward toilet goes; and swift As swallows quiver, robe and shift And the rough country stockings lit Around each young divinity. When, following the recondite brook, Sudden upon this scene I look,